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BEAUTIFUL LUCY PIERSON.
qd Tale.

CHAPTER 1.

HERE was quite an excitcment
and an air of something being
about to haptpen in the usually stag-
" nant town of Clayton. There were
groaps of two, three, and four stand-
ing about in the generally deserted
strect. Slangroom, solicitor
No. 1, who lived in 2 large house
standing in its own secluded and
rather damp grounds, on this os-
pecial afternoon stopped to shake
hands with the daughters of soli-
citor No. z (who had to struggle
hard to keep the roof of a modest
small red brick tenement over his
head) instead of passing with his
customary ¢rushingly condescending
bow. In the open square in_the
middle of the town, around whose
edge all the ‘best houses’ stood, tho
chief members of the female popu-
tion were disporting themselves
airily in summer garments of the
latest fashion from London. The
wife of the inspecting commander
of the coast-guard district, the
slightly faded but remarkably ele-
gant Mrs. Jackson herself, whose
clims to superiority would have
been undoubted had it not been for
the difficulty she occasionally la-
boured under about the corrcct dis-
tribution of her H’s—this lady, who
would have loved to rule the whole
town as she ruled the small naval
hero her husband, who was in his
turn a terror to the meighbourhood,
through his peculiar method of
driving the two ¢ regulation horses’
government allowed him—this lady,
Lrepeat, on this day of marvels, was
Scen to give her hand in a cordial
and friendly mammer to Mrs. Jones,
the wife of the licutenant of the
Station, whom, up to this auspicious
day, she had always (at all events in
public) kept at a distance. The
Sgeon’s wife, whose father had
heen a gentleman farmer, forgot to
flont the rival surgeon’s wife, who
come a stranger to the place,
and who had been unable to state

precisely what her father had been.
Every one scemcd eager, anxiously
happy, and slightly bewildered ; and
:glgt it was all about shall now be

Just inside the twmpike gate
which gave admittance to the town
on the east, stood enclosed by high
brick walls and sccured from intru-
sion by massive doors, bolted, barred,
and bound with irom, a large, square,
substantial mansion. This was the
rectory; and for many years the
rectory had kept watch and frown-
ing ward over that portion of the
town, empty and deserted; for the
shepherd of the flock at Clayton had
been on the Continent for twelve
years, and no curate was permitted
to occupy his house.

The Rev. Thomas Pierson, some
thirty years before tho time my story
opens, had been arich young clergy-
man. Tho living of Clayton was in
his family, so he camo to the income
it brought him without mcum—[
brances of any kind. IIe had an,
cstablished place amongst the mag-|
nates of tho county in right of his,
profession, position, social qualities,
and wealth. And soon the tie be-
came stronger; for he married Miss;
Marchmont, the daughter of the
oldest, poorest, and proudest baronet
in the county.

For some years all had gone merry
as a marriage bell with the Rev.
Thomas and his aristoeratic bride.
The lady was seen on Sundays by
her husband’s admiring congrega-
tion stepping daintily out of her
carriage and along the nisle to her
curtained pew ; and occasxona_lly,}f
any one was ill, and did not live in
too smail an alley for her pony-
chaiso to convey her to the door,
sho would drive up, and leave for
tho sufferor a basket of beautifually-
arranged fruit and flowers. This
was all that was known ahout her,
and no one can affect to ‘consulcr it
aught bat good as far as it goes.
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1n the coursc of years, four daugh-
tors stepped along with her up the
aisle—rcligious little ladies, thought
the people, for the youthful Qamsels
looked mot either to the right or
loft. But when tho two cldest of
these young ladies were grown up,
and got invited to the houses of
some of their father’s parishioners,
and wonld not go; and when the
surgeons, and solicitors, and wealthy
merchants of Clayton found that
their daughters did not get invited
in their turn to participate in the
many festivitics that were going on
at the rectory, the whole Pierson
family were pronounced abominably
proud, and disliked with a heartiness
that only people bent on pursuing
the even tenour of their way, regard-
less of tho attempts of others to
thrust intimacies npon them, can
experienee.  This being the state of
aftairs at Clayton, small sympathy
was felt or cxpressed by the in-
habitants thercof when one fine day
the fact cropped out of the Rev.
Thomas Yicrson having got into
such difficuliies that a lengthened
residence abroad would alone set
him straight with the world again.
e wrought, to Lo sure, a little on
the hearts of his female auditors by
the touehing allusion he made in his
farewell sermon fo those ‘sons of
mammon and unrighteousness who
were distressing hiin and those in-
nocent ones who were dependent on
him” Two or three ladies resolved
to call at the rectory in a day or
two, and attempt to see and console
Mrs, Pierson (she was a Marchmont
after all) in her sorrow. In these
days of her humility she might
come down from her high estate
and be friendly with them, and then
they could speak of her afterwards
to their friends as ¢ dear Mys. Pier-
s?n,' and say, ‘how they missed her.’
But this was not to be.” The follow-
ing day Clayton was shaken to the
centre of its being by a travolling
carriage and four dashing out of the
rectory grounds, containing Mrs.
Licrson and three of her daughters,
and Jaden with trunks. Later in
the day, a fly from the prineipal inn
conveyed away the rector and the
fuurt‘h Miss Pierson; and in the
evenmg the most distinguished in-
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habitants of the town received notes
of farewell, with the Pierson erest
on the paper and envelopes. And
then no more was heard about them
in Clayton for twelve years. Buf
now & rumour, which had been
vague and undefined af first, had
gathered form and substance, and -
the report that ¢ the Piersons were
coming home again’ was an authen-
tic ono; more than this, their return
was not a thing of the far-off future,
they were coming home fo-night.
Even as one made this announce-
ment to the other as they mef and
conversed in the open square it be-
came an accomplished fact; car-
riages full of ladies and luggage.
passed them on their way from the
recently-crected railway station to
the rectory; and, peering anxiously
into the last of these, the gratified
inhabitants of Clayton had the plea-
sure of secing the head of their re-
vered rector rising above surgmg
waves of crinoline.

The Picrsons had becn absent for
twelve years, pursuing their plan of
retrenchment; and how had it an-
swered ? It was difficult to discover,
so difficult that it baffled the cu-
riosity of Clayton entircly. The
¢ county, their ‘own set, might
know, but the ¢town’ remained, o
its sorrow, in ignorance, The Jadies
of the place made fricndly calls a8
soon as they could reasonably sup-
pose the Piersons had bad time to
shake into something like order, bub
they met with a strictly parochial
reception, and found out nothing
save that the rectory drawing-1o0m
was furnished almost cxclusively
with what looked like the yows
ladies’ handiwork. The table-cloths
had painted velvet borders, the
chairs, sofas, curtain borders, Weré
all of wool work; and ‘all this
said Mus. Jackson, the naval comr
mander’s wife, who had lived in3
garrison in her early days, and been
accustoned to see old boxes appedt
to the uninitiated as elegant otto-
mans through a little sleight-of-
hand, “all this looked like makiog
the best of nothing’ One thing
seemed certain—if the Piersons werd
just as poor as when they left, they
were not one whit less proud.

The eldest Miss Picrson’s reputa
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tion had preceded her; she was a
great beauty. The name of those
foreign princelings and noblemen
who had sought the hand of the
lovely Englishwoman was legion ; so
at least sa1d report: the only wonder
. was that, as all these aspirants had
been so tnexceptionable, she should
have returned to Clayton ¢Miss
Pierson.’

Lucy Pierson was unquestionably
a lovely woman, for ¢ girlhood > had
passed with her; a really beautiful
woman of thirty, with every charm
uwnimpaired. The soft, clear, pale
brunette line of her face was as
purely delicate as ever it had been
in her earliest youth; the smooth
brow was as unwrinkled, the deep
lids, shading eyes of the darkest
hazel, were as freshly full. And if
Time, laden as his wings had been
with many disappointments, fraught
as he had been with many ¢ forlorn
hopes,” had been kind to the face, so
had he been in an equal degree to
the form, of my heroine. She was
still the perfoction of symmetry:
with the easy elasticity of youth she
combined the rounded polished grace
of movement as well as of limb of
maturer years. Her face was very
small, of a perfect oval, and as
charming in expression as it was in
feature. For almost any other face,
the brow, exquisite as it was, would
have been too low, but not so in
this ; none other, indeed, would have
so well suited those rounded cheeks
and that little chiselled nose. Mer
mouth was not of the full, passionate
order of beauty; mnever a marble
mouth was carved more coldly clear
than hers. Statue-like as her love-
liness was, Lucy had not the severe
unsympathetic manner which. usu-
ally accompanies it; on the con-
trary, the winning charm which sur-
rounded her as a cloud was quite as
attributable to the pleasing grace of

her manner as to her wonderful -

beanty. And with all this, she had
come back, after a lengthened resi-
dence abroad, to dreary Clayton,
¢ Miss Pierson ’ still.

Beautiful Luey Pierson had come
back to Clayton as lovely as ever,
and most winningly did she receive
and endeavour to entertain those
ladies of the place who called to
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make them welecome; but not the
less did she dislike the place, despise
the people, and detormine to change
her position as soon as opportunity
offered. Of the threo younger sisters
I have little or nothing to say ; they
were quite as proud, and far less
pretty than their sister Lucy, and
were comparatively very uninterest-
ing. But they were amiable girls,
and were quite aware that it would
ill become them to think of marrying
until Lucy was disposed of entirely
to her satisfaction. Clayton was not
the best place in the world to Lring
marriageable daughters to. I'he
great people they had known pre-
vious to going on the Continent to
retrench had died off, and their sons
and daughters reigned in their stead,
and these had forgotten the Piersons,
or, if they had not forgotten, did not
care anything about them. The
present Marchmont baronet was only
a cousin of Mrs., Pierson’s, and he
first affected to be unconscious of
their existence, and then, when they
impressed it upon him, to be per-
feetly indifferent about it. Their
connection with the Marchmont ba-
ronetey would only serve them now
to talk about. The Pierson family
looked around them, and nothing
was to be secen but dcsolation on
every side, and then they turned
their eyes on and looked at the town,
and behold there was a break in the
clouds.

About a mile from Clayton stood
a pretty housc—pretty despite its
having a rustic porch on the west,
and a verandah supported by some
pillars on the south. It was sur-
rounded by a sort of little park (they
called it a ¢ car’ in that county), well
studded with trees, and of suflicient
extent to prevent the two little
lodges which stood at tho extreme
ends looking ridiculous. This house,
and the six hundred acres which lay
around it, was occupied by a gentle-
man of the name of Hunsdou, who
held the property from the greatest
nobleman and landowner in the
county, the Earl of Warcester.

Mr. Hunsdon was a tenant-farmer,
but essentially a gentleman-farmer.
Not only had Le a larger and more
costly stud than his titled landlord,
not only was his dog-cart the best

Q
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built, his mail-phaeton the hand-
somest, and his dipners and hunt-
breakfasts the best in that neigh-
bourhood, and ecqual to any that
could bo given in any ncighbour-
hood, but lie was himsclf a well-
educated, refined, handsome young
man. Added to all this, he was
very wealthy. X

Tor three months after their refurn
the Picrsons steadily ignored MMr.
Ilunsdon and his politeness. Shortly
after their advent he had called upon
them; but the ladies of the family
had merely bowed to him, and the
rector had treated him with that
cluborate civility one bestows upon
people who have put themselves into
the falso position of coming when
onc does not want them. BMr, Fluns-
don raged inwardly, and nearly broke
the heart of his high-mettled horse,
as he rodo away that day, as he re-
fleeted on how he had been made to
feel that they imagined him im-
measurably their inferior.  1lis rage
was principally directed against
Lucy; not that Miss Pierson had
sat in the scat of the scornful above
her fellows, but her heanty rendeved
ke pride move intolerable to him
than that of the othiers. He spoko
very hardly of her to himself, and
said to one or two of his friends that
she ‘ was just the kind of woman he
detested ;* nevertheless he thought
a great deal albout the visit he
had paid the Picrsons in a weak
moment, and chafed sorely under
the nonchalance with which this type
of ‘the woman he detested’ had
treated him.

Now after the Piersons had taken
that look around over their own
‘order’ which, as I said, showed
them nothing but desolation, they
held a council, and decided that it
was their “duty’ to mix more with
the townspeople and the immediate
neighbourbood.  They would still
be king, queen, and princesses : but
condescending ones. 1t was ’hjvrh
hqle to do something ; Lucy x\%.s
thirty; the others were not standing
still, fully aware as they were of theiv
elder sister's superior claims, On
the horizon of their own world there
loomed no prospect of a son-in-lay ;
it was high time to do thing :
and no sooner oo

r did they recognize
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this necessity than they did it
They called affably on everybody
who had eligible acquaintances, and
Mr. Pierson sent out invitations for
a dinner-party, Mr. Hunsdon being

“one of the carliest asked.

< How he had mistaken that girl?
he said to himself, after that dinner
at which Lucy had flirted at him so
cleverly that he had thought her
rescrved, and had prided himseif on
the skill he must have evinced to
draw her out. < With such a mind,
to say nothing of her manncr, it was
a small wonder that no man had
been found worthy of her yet, he
thought. In her matchless presence
the handsome young man, who was
usually so thoroughly self-assured,
felt humbled, diffident, nervous; but
Luey was very kind, nay, more, most
encouraging. He was not a coxcomb,
but he began to dream of this peer-
less scorner of foreign princes and
others as his wife. He was dazzled,
enchanted, very much in love. Lucy
thought of what she had heard were
his prospects (in a year or two he
was to come into possession of a1
estate his father had just purchased);
she thought of the many comforts and
luxuries his wenlth would cnable
her to enjoy, of the struggle Life st
the rectory was, of her own thirty
years, and of the microscopic chances
that were in favour of anything
better offering. Hunsdon was gentle-
manly, sufficiently clever, remwk-
ably handsome, and his being very
much younger than herself would ¢
her excuse to the few grand a¢-
quaintances, who might troublo thel
heads about it, for her having beed
flattered into the match.

She told him she “adored a countty
life, admired cows, and thought 11
place, Bexley Grange, the pl'em'?jd
in the neighbourhood.” He doub:ll ‘
her as regarded a liking for
country life, totally disbelieved be?
about the cows, and knew very ¥
that the Grange, though a pretty
place enough, was far from bein§
the prettiest in the neighbourh
But he saw that she wanted to P“"‘Sf
him, and that was all he cared abot
Ie was a thorough gentleman, &1
meant the love he looked ; and of tsh .
Luey felt so well assured that 4
began considering how many dres
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she would want to start with as
Mrs. Hunsdon, and what their colour
should be. And he looked into the
refined and beautiful face of the lady,
and thought how far superior she
was to the mortals by whom he had
been hitherto smiled upon, who had
doubtless had a kcen eye to what
he possessed. And so for a few
weeks all went on smilingly under
the glorijous summer sun, and Br.
Hunsdon strongly constrained him-
self not to be precipitate and so
aliam the sensitive delicacy of the
queen of his soul. Many timesduring
these summer days the rich, bappy
young tenant at tho Grange had the
honour and felicity of entertaining
the Rey. Thomas Pierson and a
party of his hungry friends at sump-
tuous luncheons, at which the heart
of the worthy rector was gladdened
by the free flow of that wine of the
south which he well loved; and
the lovely Luey was good enough to
go and eat his peaches, and the
lovely Lucy’s mamma was good
enough to accept as much cream
and butter as he liked to send her,
and to De gracious and merciful
generally to the young man; and
Mr. Hunsdon’s favourite mare began
to loathe her life now that so many
hours of it were spent in the damp,
fusty, cheerless stables of Clayton
Rectory. And just as Mr. Hunsdon
had completed sundry arrangements
he deemed it incumbent upon him
to make before proposing to this
granddaughter of the Marchmonts,
a little cloud arose.

I bave said that the Jargest land-
owner in the county was the Earl of
Warcester. His principal estate lay
near to Clayton, and being o great
agriculturist here, he had a model
farm, with clegant pillars supporting
his cow-sheds, and marble mangers,
and glass milk-pans, and little paths
leading from one building to another
all done out into beautiful pattcrns
with little pieces of red brick, white
flag, and gray slate. .

The gentleman who managed this
model farm was the earl’s lawyer
and agent for all the estates ho
possessed in the county, and as this
did not afford him full occupation,
he took young men, who had nothing
else to do and had not made up
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their minds what path in life they
should eventually pursue, into his
house as farming pupils. Two new
ones arvived early in September.
Clayton was only a mile or two from
the model farm. They had nothing
to do. One, the Hon. Mr. Newman,
was the younger brother of an carl;
the other, Mr. Lewis, was the only
son of a rich commoner. ‘They were
very young (mcither of them had
secn two-and-twenty summers), very
idle, and very much given to de-
spising every one around them. It
chanced that they met and got an
introduction to the Picrsons; they
heard that the only man in the
neighbourhood who was nof desirous
of cultivating their acquaintance
(when they met at the markets they
occasionally honoured with their
presence) on other than equal terms,
they heard that this man was
in love with the beautiful Luecy,
and immediately the lofty desire of
cutting him out fired their noble
minds. Miss Picrson was at once
alive to the superior aktvantages they
could (either of them) offer her, Sho
was far kinder to them than she had
ever been to Mr. Hunsdon, for it was
a greater tax on toleration cven to
listen to them, and Mr. Iunsdon
found himsclf dropped by tho whole
family, from the portly, bland rector,
who had grown even more sleck at
those frequent luncheons at the
Grange, down to the scrubby little
boy who had so often wounded the
heart of the mare by lcading her
away to the bleak stable. In tho
course of one morning call ab the
rectory, Miss Lucy caused the waters
of mortification to overflow his soul.
She ¢ condeseended ’ to him before the
two boys whom she bad made his
rivals; she affected to cndeavour to
swit the conversation to his lino of
life for a few minutes, and then with
a weary air she tumed from Lim
and really strove to talk fashionable
jargon to the two youthful members
of the aristocraey wlho were attempt-
ing to staro Mr. Hunsdon into a
state of confused humility.

I have stated that Mr. Hunsdon
was no coxcomb; more than this, he
was no fool. In the short half-hour,
the last he ever spent with her, he
read her character (or want of it)

Q2
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far more clearly than ho had done
in all those weels of admiring inter-
conrse. Ie saw through her now—
an interested, heartless wWoman, with
a keen cye to the main chance and
the face and form of an angel. He
yead her thoroughly, and she saw
hat he did so, and feared she had
gone a little too far in dissolving his
iJlusion cre she had secured another.
Sho knew as he took her hand for
one moment in his, in eold farewell,
that it was all over. She thought of
the many times suceess had nearly
crowned her hopes, but not quite;
she thought of her thirty years, of
life at Clayton, and she sighed as
she turncd to the richest and appa-
rently tho casiest to beguile of the
two farming pupils, Mr, Lewis.

1l was not an enlivening object to
contemplate; a very tall, slightly
round-shouldered young man, with
cold gray cyes, o smooth pale face,
andd o closc-cropped, bullet-shaped
head. His face was not devoid of
expression; a profound conviction
was stamped there in insolently
legible characters that ho was im-
measurably superior to cverybody
clse, his friecnd Newman excepted.
He was arrogant,’ conccited, half-
educated ; but such as he was Miss
Picrson intended (dare I say so?)
to stalk him. Mr. Newman was
simply a heavy young man with a
rubicund face, DMiss Pierson wasted
few thoughts on him, for he had
nothing but what it pleased the earl,
his brother, to allow him; whercas
Mr. Lewis had nothing between him-
gelf and the actual possession of
great wealth save a weak old father
who always allowed him to do as he
hkﬁ!,nml whose estates were strictly
entailed on this bullet-headed son.

Mr. Lewis was the more cligible of
the two, and Mrs. Lewis Miss Picr-
son determiined to be.

—

CHAPTER II.

It was astonishing, consideri
how haughtily she I%’:llst havgnti]eg-
ported herself to the forcign princes
x{:{ﬂ vnn‘l_»los, to witness how assiduous
: i3 Pierson was in her endeavours
0 please  this remarkably plain
English gentleman. She spared no

. prolific in resource.
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pains, and_she won, or nearly won,
the day. Mr, Lewis lost his head,
and forthwith imagined he had lost
his heart; but being a youth of &
lethargic temperament, he put off
asking her to marry him “becanse,
as he obscrved to his fiiend, ‘he
kmew he could have her any day)
‘And in the meantime he contented
himself with riding in to call on her
three times a weck; eating the top
of his riding-whip at her for halfan
hour, and colling & little black toy
terrier he had lately purchased for
the purpose Luey. All this was
well, but the whole Pierson family
felt that it would be timeand patience
thrown away should matters rest
here; so they waited anxiously for
his next step, and in time he made
it.

The one subject Mr. Lewis could
enlarge upon was riding, and on this
topic he had discoursed learnedly, at
ereat length, and frequently to Miss
Pierson, who knew pothing and
cared less about it, but who had
carcfully concealed both her }igno-
rance and indifferonce. Now, how-
ever, he made a proposal; not e
one she wanted, but one that under
the ecircumstances required almost
as delicate treatment. He proposed
that Miss Pierson should ride his
maro Sunbeam. She got out of he
difficulty at first by stating how im-
possible it would be for her to ride
with him alone—she wonld not e
ture upon telling this admirer 0
femalo equestrianship that she dis-
liked and dreaded the ideaof mount-
ing 2 horse; it would be time enoug
to make him fully nnderstund that
when he was her husband, awd
would mot matter whether he was
pleased or not. But on this unluck)
oceasion Mr. Lewis showed himse
He could pro-
vide a very tame cob for her father,
who could then accompany ther
¢ Newman would go with them, b
added, ‘so her father wouldn't
in their way.! After this, what coul
Lucy do but improvise & Tabit 8
profess herself ¢ dclighted? |

The day came, and with it the
mare, the cob, and the two £¢ =
men on their strong, fast hunie
Miss Pierson stood on the doortP
with a smile in her eye and dire U5
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certainty in her heart as to < how she
was to get up on that horse’s back,”
in the first place, and ‘how she was
to stay there,” in the second. She
looked very beautiful, though, and
so Mr, Lewis thought as he drew
off his glove and stood ready to
1ift her up.

Lucy approached her steed pray-
ing that he would unintentionally
Tet fall some hint which would guide
her as to ¢ what she should do nexf;’
but as she only felt and did net look
embarrassed, Mr, Lewis remained in
happy ignorance of her uncertainty.
Through a stroke of special luck she
gave him the foot she ought to have
given, and the next moment she was
safely in the saddle. ‘Now,’ she
thought, triumphantly, ¢ as the horse
is so quiet, he says, the worst is
over” Alas! her miseries had but
begun.
A complicated mass of reins was
put into her hands, and seeing she
looked slightly bewildered, Mr. New-
man kindly suggested, ¢ Ah! you've
heen used to a single rein, I suppose.’
Lucy smiled at him and said, ¢ Yes.

“Yow'll find she pulls a little,” ex-
plained the owner of the mare; ‘but
if you give her her head she will be
all right”’

Liuey patted Sunbeam’s neck, and
said, € Of course she would.

Her three cavaliers were mounted
by this time, and with a nod to the
anxious group who were watching
her from the drawing-room window,
Lucy started on her perilous journey.

All scemed to be going on well.
Sunbeam stepped along daintily in a
quiet walle by the side of Mr. Lewis’s
horse, Lucy began to think riding
‘very easy indeed.

‘Do you like trotting? asked
Lewis, as they twrned off into the
high-road beyond the turnpike gate.

‘Ye—s, replied Lucy. ! -

‘Come along,’ he said, drawing his
own reins tighter as he spoke. In-
stantly Lucy felt as if she was being
cast headlong into the road, and
then the mare threw her head up
wildly. :

‘Slacken the curb,’ roare(} Lowis.
‘She’ll be over with you!’ and as
he enforced bis directions by seizing
the reins himself, she came safely
out of the first little difficulty (which
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had been occasioned by her having
administered a series of jerks with
both hands to the bridle) and found
herself still in the saddle,

‘Sunbeam pulls a little,” said her
owner, with a reproachful cadence
in his voice that rang on Miss Pier-
son’s heart mournfully; ¢but you
needn’t take her on the curb like
that, Lucy ; you must humour her.
The more you pull at her the more
she’ll pull at you, and if you teaso
her too much, sho’ll get away. Draw
your snaffle tighter when we start .
again, and only let her feel the curb .
when she gets foo fast.” !

These were excellent directions, no -
doubt, but a slight drawback to their |
answering perfectly existed in the
fact of Lucy’s not knowing which
was the curb. :

¢ When you once get into her way,” |
continued Mr. Lewis, ¢ you will say
she’s the finest trofter you ever
mounted. Come along.’ |

Lucy grasped her reins con-
vulsively ; Sunbeam’s head came up |
with an angry toss; through Luey’s |
mind darted the remcmbrance of|
what he had said about Sunbeam;
¢ coming over with her,’ and of the:
necessity there was for her mot to
¢ bear upon something —she wasn’t
clear what. She let the reins flap
against the mare’s slender neck, and
the next moment her agonized pa-
rent, who was suffering much
through the ageney of the cob, saw
his daughter fly off at a pace that
afterwards entirely baffled his at-
tempts at describing.

¢ She'll break her neck!” spreamed
the father to his companion, Mr.
Newman. ,

¢ No, no; she won’t do that,’ re-
plied that gentleman; ‘but she may
bark her knces. 1 fancy that’s what
Lewis is most afraid of’

Tt will be scen that the gentlcmen
were alluding to different subjects.

The road was straight for somo
distance, and then it took a sharp
turn. Mr. Lewis could not hope to
gave the lady, whom le perceived
was hanging on somewhere about
Sunbeam’s necl, but he did fondly
hope, by striking across some fields,
to intercept his mare before she
received any injury. The hope,
moderate as it was, was not realized
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At the turn of the road Miss Pierson
came out of the saddle, and was de-
posited upon the turf lightly, grace-
fully, and unhurt; but, alas! when
. the master of the mare contrived,
through some very reckless ¢ross-
country riding, to stop that precious
animal, he found that the reins had
got entangled with her feet and had
caused her to fall and severely graze
bor knces. As he wiped the gravel
off poor Sunbeam’s wounds he re-
solved that a lady who bad been 50
regardless of his dearest intercsts
should never be his wife; and when
he slowly and sulkily rejoined the
party, leading his once matchless
¢ fast trotter, Miss Pierson read in
his countenance that ¢ it was all over
in that gquarter.

¢T tell you what, mamma,’ she
_ snid, when she bad returncd home
ignominiously on foot about an hour
after sho had started apparcntly
go bravely, ‘Tl tcll you what,
mamma—it’s no use, I feel sure of
that, wasting any more dinners on
those dreadful boys. Lewis would
gearcely speak to me all the way
home; and though I told him my
wrist was hurt I could not even
gain sulky sympathy from him.
Really,” continued the young lady,
looking at her swollen hands, ¢ what
I have to put up with trics me too
much.’

¢ And so beautiful as you have
been and still are,” repliecd her
mother, sadly; ‘and so well as you
gt].‘l)ght have married, Lucy! How is
it?

‘ Beeause I've always tried
have been wrged by ygu to t;y af%(i
“ something Detter,” mamma,’ ,an-
swcrcg Miss Picrson, scomfullgf.

_“ Well, never mind, dear, hur-
nq{}ly mtcrlposod her mothcr: ‘We
will seo about being civi
Ih‘uis%on again’ civil to Mr.
on’t think that will
:,llslg 20“',’ s%id DMiss I’iersonPe 35
‘as quite right; fed i
D.II(III it uw‘sl of no E;’;t, Ryt 1
cavily s by th &
npd monthls)c(ilt yCln?‘thysI’t;?cgks’
Thoso who only saw the bla rg
{Lt:«;lli't)'nrclctor in the ¢ parish,’ whe]i'e’
2 o bencey 3 :
about like ch;g(lg:,t g%ﬁ'r;’] ];%nlgf;fsd
florid spirit of relief, wonld have

Beautiful Lucy DPierson.

found it difficult to bring the pic-
ture before their mind’s eye of what
he endured under the shadow of his
own roof-tree and on the sanctity of
his own hearth. Poverty and pr-
vation and a constant endeavour to
make tho best of things and both
ends meet had fold on the health,
temper, and spivits of his wife;
when she was not actively irritating
she was passively morose. She had
borne a great deal uncomplainingly,
to her credit, be it said, while there
remained a prospect of ¢ something
better’ for her children; but the
vision of this ¢ something better’
bad been waxing fainter and more
faint of late years, and the more
cagerly they had tried to grasp it
the more had it eluded them; and
thinking sadly of what wouwld be
their future, full of great love and
fear for them, she rendered their
present almost unendurable by 8
constant system of nervous ¢ nag-

ging’ .

Lucy, the bright, beautiful daugh-
ter, of whom her father had becw
justly so proud, was falling into the
sere. She, too, had been subject o
trials which had told on her Tealth,
spirits, temper, and at last on her
Dbeauty. She had notbing f look
forward to but a life of monotony o
Clayton, and she began to bo arid
to the younger sisters, who, never
having ‘emjoyed such sunshive e
Thad fallen to her lot, bloomed Detter
under the present bleak agpect of
affairs. She felt, too, that she hs
been ridiculous in that matter of the
vide undertaken at peril of lifs a3
limb under Mr. Lewis's auspeth
and being angry with hersel di
not incrcase her amiability % the
rest of her family. This beilg the
state of the case, M. Pierson e
was natural, hailed the arrival of B
brother rector, who was just mOW
appointed to the living of Algerls,
the mext parish to Clayton, With 103
deep and unfeigned. For the new
rector, Mr. Farquharson, was
widower, childless, well off, and,
report said, not at all unwilling to
enter into the bonds of matrimony
a second time. DM Farquharsot
was one of those little youndabotb
men with fat, smiling faces that ¥
meet every day; he was hopel
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mediocre. Mr. Pierson muttered in
confidenee to his wife that ¢ he was a
prig” However, neither Time nor
Lucy would stand still. It was a
torrible fall, to be sure, and the
parents’ hearts ached as they gave
their consent, thinking ¢of what
might have been;” but it seemed as
if such a sacrifice was to be eonsum-
mated, for when the plump widower
proposed to the beauty she accepted
him, and the marriage was arranged
to come off shortly.

In this kind of stories the lovely
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heroine nearly always offends the
tenacious dignity of her orthodox
lover at a ball: this unfortunately
was tho case with Luecy. The
officers who were garrisoned n the
cathedral town of the county gave
a ball. At this ball appeared for
the first ime since his coming to
the title a young baronet, Sir Digby
Tilden. Lucy’s charms wrought
powerfully on one of the softest
hearts (and heads) ever youthful
baronet owned. The still exqui-
sitely beautiful woman, flushed with

her triumph, which was very ap-
parent, flouted her reverend lover.
He was meek and long-suffering,
and came to her the next day, offer-
ing, if she would fulfil her pledge
and give him her hand, to say no
more about ¢ that conduct of hers
last night, which had’ (to s2y the
least of ity * been so very painful to
him’ She tried to be honourable,

true, faithful, and womanly for once,
but she thought of some sentences
of more than admiration which had
escaped Sir Digby’s lips; she thought
of his request that he might be al-
lowed to call; she thought of his
Hall and rent-roll, his title and po-
sition; and she could not be other

to herself and false to

than frue
Mr. Farquharson. She broke, the
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chain that bound her to the clergy-
man and waited impatiently for the
appearance of the baronet.

He came once, and only once. A
younger, though not a lovelier star
had attracted him now, and the idle
words he had wuttered, which had
caused Luey to quit her hold of the
straw she had clung to, were idle
words® indecd. He married her
youthful rival about the same time
that Lucy’s third sister took pity
upon Mr. Farquharson, to whom
Lucy was about again to offer her
perjured hand—as delicately as she
could,

Summer Evenings long ago.

She stayed at home until two ot
her plain young sisters had gained
husbands to love and care for them,
homes to care for and grace, until
her waning beauty was the constant
theme of regret and commiseration
amongst all about her. And then
gshe hid her faded loveliness and
her baffled hopes and blighted as-
pirations under the plain, sombre
garb of a ‘ Sister of Mercy,’ and left
for ever the pitying tongue of scan-
dal at Clayton to wag at its own
sweet will about Lucy Pierson, the
rector’s beautiful da.ughtzr. 3 5

SUMMER EVENINGS LONG AGO.

I SAT bebhind my window-sill,
In the hot and dusty town,

The sun behind the sultry walls
‘Was slowly sinking down..

The breeze across my mignonette
__ Came breathing sweet and low,
To wake sad sleeping memories

Of evenings long ago!

I thought that I had driven back
Such memories as these,
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But now they all return again
On a whispering summer breeze.

Fond words come ringing through my brain,
That fill my heart with woe—

Oh, God! what brought them back to-night,
Evenings of long ago?

I see the green lanes where we strayed, -
Thy dear hand clasping mine ; =
The same blest breeze that fans my cheek

Sweeps softly over thine ;
And words of love pour from thy lips,

Not messured, cold, and slow

As those I now hear.
For the evenings o

Oh! T pine

ng ago!

I thought I had forgotten thee ;

Had schooled my aching heart
To pass through life ag begs,t ¥ may,

And act my wea art
Alas! the mockixxgn\;isl,’ion"s o'er
Too soon, alas! T know '

"T'was but my lonelin
j ess tha 9
Of evenings long ago! a dreamed



